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Article 22

The Sniper
Jennifer Envin
The jungle was a seething, saturated place of green
foliage in which a million animals resided, all breathing the
thick, hot air. Except for one, a man, who blended in
unison with a vine covered tree. He did not breathe, for
through his sights he discovered another, who had, for
some gut feeling, decided to stop and stare, at the tree.
But, soon the man looked away, reason defeating foresight.
He had checked the tree to his satisfaction and had seen
nothing within its green embrace. When the sniper saw the
guard tum his eyes, he let his breath out, slowly, so not to
create any kind of minute disturbance.
The work of a sniper is an oxymoron in itself. It is
exciting boredom. One sits quiet, motionless, waiting for
hours. Any other work like this makes heads nod and
senses dull. But the heart of every sniper races, with
senses acute, eyes perceptive, thoughts racing, adrenaline
flowing, they wait patiently. They wait for the target, the
perfect shot, the one bullet that must not miss. Killers do
not readily relax. It is the finality of their work that keeps
their bodies vigilant.
This sniper was no different, except that perhaps he
was even more tense. This was his first mission. Months
of training ran through his head; how to pick the tree, in
the shade, so that the sun would not reflect off his scope;
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how to attach leaves, and vines, so he would become a part
of the tree; and most important, all senses alert, except for
sympathy. His instructors told him, "Do not hesitate. You
have been trained to kill. The people you will kill deserve
to die. If you hesitate, you may lose your shot, and you
may not have another."
His target, perhaps more than others, did deserve to
die. He had memorized the file his leaders had gathered
for him, every murder, every crime, but the target's
picture was what he knew best. He remembered the eyes
most of all, not that they were distinctive, but that they
were the eyes of a killer. He recalled the most horrible
story that he had read, the tale about the man who had
aided one of his leaders to escape. His leader had told the
man that he might be in danger for helping him, but the
brave man did not care. He simply said the words, "For
liberty," and slapped his best horse in the haunches,
sending the sniper's leader on his way. Later, when the
target, Pablo Ramfrez, was made aware of this, he took the
man and his family captive. That night in a public square,
he proceeded to hack the man's wife and three small
children to death with a machete, all while the man looked
on. Then he shot the man to death and departed under the
cover of armed guards. The pitiful bodies were left there
for the solemn villagers to bury and to remember to their
dying day never to do as the brave man had done. This
story, more than the others, remained in his mind. It was
not too long ago that he had lost his young wife, but,
unlike many deaths, his wife had not died at the hands of
Ramfrez.
She had died. from malaria.
Her death was
Ramfrez's fault indirectly, though. It was his soldiers that
attacked the outsiders, the ones who brought medicines, the
ones who came only to help. Now they did not come
anymore. All RamIrez had ever done was for oppression,
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for greed, to take away the freedom that makes life worth
something, but soon the people would have justice,
Ramirez would die this day.
Far in the distance, the sniper heard a low
rumbling. He turned his head in the direction of the
sound, ever so slowly. He felt like the sloths he'd seen
while making his way to the remote home of the killer. He
saw a trail of dust wafting up from the tire-rutted dirt road.
Ramfrez's caravan of jeeps was bouncing along the dirt
road. In a short while they were almost upon him, and
then passed under him. Then they went through a tall gate,
into a lavish white-sandstone compound, where they filed
around a central fountain and then stopped. The first to get
out of the vehicles were several body guards, carrying
automatic weapons. Then his target emerged. He was tall,
with dark hair, and sun-burnt skin. The sniper peered
through his sights at the eyes. They were the same he had
seen before. Slowly, carefully, the sniper lined up his
sights on the butcher's head. His finger was on the
trigger, and it could feel the pressure bearing down on it.
Then, suddenly Ramrrez's head dropped from under the
sights. The sniper located it again, but this time another
head was beside the butcher's. The head of a small child
that Ramfrez had knelt before and wrapped his arms
around. Words from Ramtrez's lips found the sniper's
ears. "My dear son."
"No!" the sniper thought. "He has to die, he
deserves to die. My people must have justice!"
So he lined his sights up once again. This time
Ramirez stood alone. This time the sniper did not hesitate.
A loud crack resounded through the jungle, the
butcher would kill no more.
As the sniper was escaping, he heard a child's
voice, carried by the wind, "Daddy, Daddy, please don't
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leave me!" The sniper then realized that day that one killer
had died, but another had been born. He returned to his
village, never to fight again.
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